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Ye came, ye caine at last,
Ye found us, yea, ye came,
Ye saw whom ye desired.
ORESTES
Yes, we are come. Yet wait and hold thy peace,
ELECTRA
What now?
ORESTES
Silence is best, lest some one hear within*
ELECTRA
Nay, nay. By Artemis,
The ever-virgin One,
I shall not deign to dread
Those women there within,
With worthless burden still
Cumbering the ground.
ORESTES
See to it, for in women too there lives
The strength of battle. Thou hast proved it weUL
ELECTOA [sobbing"].
Ah, ah! Ah me!
There thou hast touched upon a woe unveiled,
That knows no healing, no,
Nor ever may be hid.
ORESTES
I know it well. But, when occasion bids,
Then shall we call those deeds to memory.